4So	A MODERN COMEDY
" And she is a little snob, you know."
" Ah !  Did you happen to use that word ? "
" N-no ;   I'm pretty sure I didn't."
e Third lie ! ' thought Mr. Scttlewhite : l not so well told.'
£u It makes a difference.    Quite sure ? "
" Not quite."
" He says you did ? "
" Well, I told him he was a liar."
" Oh !   did you ?    And they heard you ? "
" Rather ! "
" That may be important."
" I don't believe he'll say I called her a snob, in Court,
anyway."
" That's very shrewd, Miss Ferrar," said Mr. Settlewhite.
" I think we shall do."
And with a final look at her from under his long lashes,
he stalked, thin and contained, to the door.
Three days later Soames received a legal letter. It
demanded a formal apology, and concluded with the words
" failing it, action will be taken." Twice in his life he had
brought actions himself; once for breach of contract, once
for divorce; and now to be sued for slander ! In every
case he had been the injured party, in his own opinion.
He was certainly not going to apologise. Under the direct
threat he felt much calmer. He had nothing to be ashamed
of. He would call that ' baggage ' a traitress to her face
again to-morrow, and pay for the luxury, if need be. His
mind roved back to when, in the early 'eighties, as a very
young lawyer, he had handled his Uncle Swithin's defence
against a fellow member of the Walpole Club. Swithin
had called him in public " a little touting whipper-snapper
of a parson." He remembered how he had whittled the
charge down to the word e whipper-snapper,' by proving
the plaintiff's height to be five feet four, his profession the

